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the house? There are several families in the neighbourhood of
more or less our own social standing, families with young girls.
I don't want to, but I will if you say so. I remember reading in
Pascal that marriage is the lowest of all Christian states, vile and
unpleasing to God. How strongly I feel the truth of that! How
convinced I am that the traffic of the flesh is a grim and filthy
business. I long to say so to my child,-who as yet, I am ready
to swear, knows nothing of it. I sometimes wonder whether the
passage through his life of that woman whose name I never
mention has not, perhaps, left traces of trouble in his heart. His
silence on the subject is far from reassuring. . . ."

The good Father advised that she should wait and watch: that
she should be in no hurry to point the way to marriage (though
it was very reprehensible on her part to espouse die derogatory
views of a heretic on that great Sacrament). It was important to
make quite certain, first of all, that Fabien had not been called
to a higher destiny. "It might, perhaps, be no bad tiling if the
dear lad travelled for a while. Let him go to Umbria, to Rome
especially. Those places will divert his thoughts, but piously.
They may even bring him back by pleasant by-ways to that
state of mind in which you, no less than I, desire to see him
anchored."

When first she made the suggestion, and as she uttered the one
word "Italy," Fabien felt the stranger lurking within him
tremble with joy. With the same determination she had shown
when formerly she had insisted on his settling in Paris, the good
woman now pushed open the double door of this mysterious
room. Pious hands drew him from the darkness and thrust him.
sharply into the arena where the fierce sun beats, and ever
hungry beasts prowl up and down.